The Tragedy ©/Hamlet 

€er. No nothing but our felves. 

Ham. Why looke you there, looke how it fteales aw av 
My father m his habit as he liv’d, way * 

Looke where he goes, even now out at the portall. Fv,, n » 

GVr. This the very coynage of your braine 
Thi s bodilefle creation extafie is very cunning in. 

Ham. My pulfe as yours doth temperately keep time 
And makes as healthfull mufick : it is not madnefle * 

That I have uttred,bring me to the teft, 

And I the matter will re-word, which madnefle 
W ould gambole from. Mother, for love of grace 
Lay not this flattering un&ion to your loule, 

That not your trefpafle but my madnefle fpeakes j 
It will but skin ana filme the ulcerous place. 

Whiles ranke corruption mining all within 
Infedts unleene : confefle yourfelfeto heaven. 

Repent what’s paft, avoid what is to come. 

And doe not Ipread the compoft on the weeds 
To make them ranker : forgive me this my vertue. 

For in the fatnefle of thefe purfie times 
Vertue it felfe of vice muft pardon begge, 

Yea courb and wooe for leave to doe him good. 

Ger. O Hamlet, thou haft cleft my heart in twaine. 

Ham. O throw away the worler part of it, 

And leave the purer with the other halfe. 

Goodnight, but goe not to my uncles bed, 

Afliime a vertue if you have it not, 

That monfter cuftome,who all fenfe doth eat. 

Of habits diyell, is Angel yet in this. 

That to the ufeof actions faire and good 
Helikewife gives a frocke or Livery 
That aptly is put on : refrain to night. 

And that ftiall lend a kinde of eafinefle 
To the next abftinence, the next more eafie ; 

For ufe almoft can change the ftampe of nature. 

And matter the Divell,or throw him out 
W ith wondrous potency : Once more goodjnight, 

And when you are defirous to be bleft 
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Thus bad begins, and worje rema 
One word more good La y. 

SbJ kernes dut Ibid. yon doe; 

BeKheblowt King tempc I?. 
pinch wanton on your ! R“. 

^ry^^isd^ndfinget. 
Make you to ravell all this matter out, 

That I eflentially am not in madnefle. 

Bn, mi in craftVtwere S'”? 

For who that’sbut Queen, faire , fober, wife. 

Would from a paddocke, from a Bat, a Gib, 

Such deare concernings hide ? who would doe lb ? 

No, in defpight of fenfe and fecrecie 

Unpeg the basket on the houfes top, 

Let thebirds flye, and like the famous Ape, 

To try concluftonsin the basket creepe, 

And breake your owneneckedowne. 

Ger . Be thou affur’d if words be made ofbreatn, 
Kndbreath of life, I have no life to breathe 
What thou haft laid to me. 

Ham. I muft to England, you know that. 
ger. Alacke I had forgot, 

*Tis lb concluded on. , 

ffij.There’s letters feal’d,i& my twofehool-felloWS, 
Whom I will truft as I will adders fang’d. 

They beare the mandate, they muft Iweep my way* 
And marfhallme to knavery ; let it worke. 

For ’tis the fport, to have the Enginer 
Hoift with his owne petar,an’t (hall goe hard 



